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A nervous tic, the heart pounding—some- 
thing's stuck in your throat, struggling to 
come out. There's an adult who keeps TALK- 
ING, TALKING, TALKING and doesn't let you 
speak. When the adult gets tired, you see an 
opening, and you open your mouth: A new 
cascade of words pours down because you 
dared part your lips to say a word. Your 
mouth shuts again, you press your lips to- 
gether, you swallow hard, fists clenched— 
now there's blood on your nails. No move- 
ment on your part; the adult doesn't even 
notice that your eyes don't see them, but 
look beyond them, to where you want to 
send them flying. A bitter taste in your 
mouth. 

And to think this all started with a single 
question, and then, from your daring to 
present an opposing view. It's a punishment, 
all those words, because you're nothing but a 
child. The torrent floods the room, the flood 
submerges you little by little, seeking to 
drown you—because you've only lived a frac- 
tion of everything that adult has lived 
through. 
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"You're not right, you don't think like I do," 
the adult says. "Listen to what I have to say, 
what YOU are making me repeat, and get into 
your little head that you're absolutely NOT 
right." And by an irony of fate, words in agree- 
ment escape you, originating from an un- 
known source: "Yes, it's true. It wasn't right 
of me to start this argument." The adult is 
startled, you are startled. How/why did these 
words come into existence, flying out of you 
like that? Even worse, 

WHAT DO THEY EVEN MEAN? 

The adult doesn't know, but deep down, you 
do: it's a cry for HELP. You want to escape; 
you know that tears of anger are about to 
burst out, and it will be embarrassing for you, 
who so desperately want your opinion to be 
taken at least somewhat seriously. But the 
adult doesn't know; they doubt. Perhaps—and 
I don't know, because I haven't grown up yet— 
they fear what these words mean, and perhaps 
even know, deep down, the harm they're caus- 
ing with all that scene. But what does a coward 
do in a situation like this? Well, that I don't 
know ‘cause I'm not one, but the adult keeps 
talking; the torrent of words doesn't stop, 


the flood already reaching your neck, and 

slowly you begin to realize the divine gift, 
the end of it all, 
approaching... 
approaching... 

you look up 
(some would say to hold back tears), 
to keep your nose above the flood, 
but it doesn't help much. 


The room completely floods, the adult 
drowns. You're already beyond there. 
Silence reigns; not even the words move. 
You reincarnate in my body. 

I document your final moments. 
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But at last, 
what even is a 
documentary? 
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Bony says: "Feeli 
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1. Never allow an adult to raise obsta- 
cles that inhibit your artistic, creative, 
and personal freedom. 


2. Do not let rules imposed 
by ignorant egoists 
prevent you from 
envisioning a great 
future for 


yourself. 
ap 


3. Be who you are: do what you must 
for the good and fulfillment of YOUR will. 


4. Know the pain from adultist oppression 
is only temporary, for adults always drown 
in their own words in the end of the story. 
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